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of those gigantic voices cry. "Look at 'em. Feel 'em.
I've sold rubbish, people. The other day I sold some
at threepence a pair, and they were rubbish. I admit
it. These are the real thing. Shilling a pair." Even
your very character and destiny were hurled at you
as if Doomsday were already darkening the horizon,
for the three or four fate-readers I saw (all in M.A.
gowns) were summing up their victims and scribbling
their prophecies on slips of paper at an astounding
speed.

The first armies of the French Revolution could
never have known a more militantly democratic spirit
than the one that seemed to inspire all these frenzied
salesmen. "I don't care who you are," they would
roar, time after time, scores and scores of them. No
matter whether they were selling pink vases or milk
chocolate or watches or overcoats or mechanical toys or
stockings or cheese sandwiches, they did not care who
we were. All these things were being sold elsewhere,
especially in the West End, at prices so monstrous
that the salesmen's perspiration broke out afresh at
the thought of them and their voices cracked when
they came to record the infamy of it. In a passion
of fair-dealing, they shook in our faces their licences
and various mysterious documents that proved some-
how they were speaking the truth. They brought out
handfuls of money to show that it was not merely that
they were after. And they did not care who we were.

In all that bustle, sound and fury, it was strange
and arresting to discover a quiet little space, a dumb